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a knight, and hath done your grace so gode seruyce, and as
yet lyethe in prison for your quarell; certenly sir, ye shulde
in this case have but a small prayse, and nothyng the better
therby: I had never as yet such a thought in my hert, nor I
trust in god never shall have, for no man lyveng.  If I had
any suche intencyon, your grace ought nat all onely to blame
me, but also to punysshe my body, ye1 and by true justice to
be dismembred. Therwith the lady departed fro the kyng, and
went into the hall to hast the dyner; than she returned agayne
to the kyng, and broght some of his knyghtes with her, and
sayd: Sir,yf it please you to come into the hall, your knightes
abideth for you to wasshe, ye have ben to long fastyng.  Than
the kyng went into the hall and wassht, and sat down amonge
his lordes, and the lady also. The kyng ete but lytell, he sat
styll musyng; and, as he durst, he cast his eyen upon the lady:
of his sadnesse his knyghtes had marvell, for he was nat acus-
tomed so to be: some thought it was bycause the scottes were
scaped fro hym.  All that day the kyng taryed ther, and wyst
nat what to do: somtyme he ymagined that honour and
trouth defended2 him to set his hert in such a case, to dyshonour
such a lady, and so true a knyght as her husband was, who
had alwayes well and truely served hym.   On thother part*
love so constrayned hym, that the power therof surmounted
honour and trouth: thus the kyng debated in hymself all that
day, and all that night; in the mornyng he arose and dysloged
all his hoost, and drewe after the scottes, to chase them out of
his realme.  Than he toke leave of the lady, sayeng: My dere
lady, to god I commende you tyll I returne agayne, requiryng
you to advyse you otherwyse than ye have sayd to me. Noble
prince, quoth the lady, god the father glorious be your conduct*
and put you out of all vylayne thoughtes; sir, I am, and ever
shal be redy to do your grace servyce to your honour and to
myne.   Therwith the kyng departed all abasshed; and soo
folowed the scottes tyll he came to the cyte of Berwyfce.
1 yea.      a forbade.      * may God, the Father of Glory, be your guide.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